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an inward and spiritual grace, this something, that was needed to
make the large, handsome and magnificently prosperous things of
life worth while. She had not so much thought out these ideas to
their deflniteness, as apprehended their existence established in
her mind. And when all the storm of meeting this glorious happy
Philip and attracting him and being loved by him and marrying
him and becoming the most fortunate of young women subsided,
there were these values, still entrenched, reflecting upon all that
she had achieved.
There in the middle of her world ruled this sun-god, this dear
friend and lover, active, quietly amused, bringing her with such
an adorable pride and such adorable humility to the homes of his
fathers, giving, exhibiting; and yet as one settled into this life, as
day followed day, and one began to realise what the routines and
usages, the interests and entertainments amounted to, there arose
this whisper of discontent, this rebellious idea that still something
was lacking.
The life was so large and free and splendid in comparison with
anything that she might reasonably have hoped for, that there
seemed a whiff of ingratitude even in thinking that it was also
rather superficial.
It wasn't, she told herself, that this new life that made her a
great lady wasn't good enough for her. She was a lucky woman.
Her estimate of herself was balanced and unexacting. She had
never been able to make up her mind whether she was rather more
than usually clever or rather more than usually stupid; she
was inclined to think both. It wasn't a question of how this new
life became her, but how it became Philip. The point was that
it was somehow not good enough for Philip. And, if this
wasn't a paradox, as if Philip wasn't as yet quite good enough for
himself.
And still more evasive and subtle was her recent apprehension
of the fact that Philip himself knew that somehow he wasn't quite
good enough for himself. This new perception had reached back,
as it were, and supplied an explanation of why Philip had come
out of a world of alert and brilliant women, to her of all people.
Because about her that had been a sort of schoolgirl prestige of
knowledge and cleverness, and perhaps for him that had seemed
to promise just whatever it was that would supply that haunting
yet impalpable insufficiency. Instead of which, she reflected, here
in this almost regal apartment, she had given him a dewy passion